Aetat. 68.]     All happiness borrowed from hope.           371
for five days', and took the first convenient opportunity of returning to a place, where, if there is not much happiness, there is, at least, such a diversity of good and evil, that slight vexations do not fix upon the heart2.
'I think in a few \vccks to try another excursion3; though to what end ? Let me know, my Baretti, what has been the result of your return to your own country : whether time has made any alteration for the better, and whether, when the first raptures of salutation were over, you did not find your thoughts confessed their disappointment.
' Moral sentences appear ostentatious and tumid, when they have no greater occasions than the journey of a wit to his own town : yet such pleasures and such pains make up the general mass of life; and as nothing is little to him that feels it with great sensibility, a mind able to sec common incidents in their real state, is disposed by very common incidents to very serious contemplations. Let us trust that a time will come, when the present moment shall be no longer irksome ; when we shall not borrow all our happiness from hope, which at last is to end in disappointment.
' I beg that you will shew Mr. Beauclerk all the civilities which you have in your power ; for he has always been kind to me.
' I have lately seen Mr. Stratico, Professor of Padua, who has told me of your quarrel with an Abbot of the Celestinc order; but had not the particulars very ready in his memory. When you write to Mr. Marsili4, let him know that I remember him with kindness.
' May you, my Baretti, be very happy at Milan5, or some other place nearer to, Sir,
' Your most affectionate humble servant,
'SAM. JOHNSON.'
Everything else recalls  to  my re-     relief which London affords to melan-
mcmbrancc years, in  which   I pro-     choly minds.    BOSWELL.
posed what I am afraid 1 have not        3 To Devonshire,
done, and promised myself pleasure        4 See ante, p. 322.
which I  have  not  found.1   Ptozsi        5 Dr. T.  Campbell (Diary of a
Letters, \. 4.                                        visit to England, p. 32) recorded on
' \n\i\sjounieyinfo Wales (Aug.     March 16, 1775, that 'Baretti said
24,   1774), he describes  how  Mrs.     that now he could not live out of
Thralo visited one of the scenes of     London.   He had returned  a  few
her  youth.   ' She remembered the     years ago to his own country, but he
rooms, and wandered over them with     could  not  enjoy it;   and  he  was
recollection of her childhood.   This     obliged to return to London to those
species of pleasure is always mclan-     connections he had been making for
choly.    The walk was cut clown and     near thirty years past.1   Baretti had
the  pond was dry.     Nothing was     come to England in  1750 (ante, p.
better.1                                                 302), so that thirty years is an cx-
3 This is a very just account of the     aggcration.
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